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A Midfommer nights Dreamc. 

A nd now they neucr rncete in groue.or greene. 

By fountaine cleere.or fpangled ftarlight ftreene. 

But they do fquarc,that all choir Elues for feare' . 

Creepe into acorne cups, and hide them there. 

.^.Either 1 miftake your fhapc and making quite. 

Or elfe you are that ftirewd and knauifli fpirit. 

Call’d Robin good-fellow. Are you not hee. 

That frights the maidens of the Villagree, 

Skim milke,and lometimes labour in the querne. 

And bootlefle make the breathleffe hufwife chcrne. 

And fometime make thedrinke to beare no barme, 
Mif-leade night-wanderers, laughing at their harme, 
Thofe that hobgoblin call you,and fwecte Puck, 

You do their worke,and they fhall haue good lucke. 

Arc not you he Z ( £ ^ e n ‘flbt, 

Jf^.Thou fpeak’ft aright ; I am that merry wanderer of 
I icaft to Obaon, and make him fmile. 

When I a fat and beane-fed horfe beguile ; 

Neighing in likenefTe of a filly foale. 

And fometime lurkc I in a goflips bole. 

In very likeneffe of a rofted crab. 

And when flaedrinkes,againft her lips I bob. 

And on her withered dewlop poure the ale. 

The wifeft Aunt telling the laddeft tale, 

Sometime for three foote ftoo!e,miftakcth me. 

Then flip I from herbum,downe topples flic, 

And tailour cry es, and fals into a coffe. 

And then the whole Quire hold their hips ,and Ioffe, 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze,and fweare, 

A merrier houre was neuer wafted there. 

But roomeFairy,here comes Oberon. 

fat. And here my miftreffe : would that he were gone. 

Snter the King of Fairies at one doore with his trains, 
and the Queene M another wit h hers . . 

Oh , 111 met by moone-light,proud Tytania. 

Queen. 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Ctoff.Whar,iealous Oberon 1 Fairy skip hence. 

Ihaue forfwovnehis bed and company. 

Ob Tarry rafh wanton ; am not * thy Lord . 

<?«,Then Imuft be tby Lady : but I know 
Wheiuhou haft ftollen away from Fairy Land, 

And in the fliape of Corin, fat aft day. 

Playing on pipes of corne,and verfing loue. 

To amorous Pbillida. Why art thou here 
Come from the fartheft ftcepe of India ? 

But thatforfooth the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskind miftrefTe,and your warrior loue. 

To Thefeus muft be wedded ; and you come. 

To giue their bed ioy and profpenty. 

0 £.How canft thou thus for fliame,7)M»»<«> 

Glance at my credite,with Hippolita ? 

Knowing I know thy loue to Thefeus, 

Did ft not thou leade him through the glimmering night. 
From Pertgenia,whom he rauifhed s’ 

And make him with faire Eagles breakehis faith 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 

Qttfen. Thefe are the forgeries of iealoufie, 

Andhcuer fincc the middle Sommers fpring. 

Met we on hill, in dale,forreft or mead, 

By paued fountaine, or by ruftiy brooke, 

Or in the beached matgent of the fea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whittling winde. 

But with thy brawles thou haft difturbd our fport. . 
Therefore the windes,pyping to vs in vaine. 

As in reiienge,haue fuckt vp from the fea. 

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the Land, 

Hath cuery pelting riuer made fo proud. 

That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. 

The Oxc hath therefore ftretcht his yoke in vaine. 

The ploughman loft his fweat,and the greene Come 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attaind a beard : 
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